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foamed and hissed above his head, as though they those sighs were directed. All was now hushed— 
were mocking his love and folly 1” But a young the trees gently waved to and fro, as if rocking 


^ ILcncnfl of tlie iUiiue. 


IROM THE GERMiH. 


fisher replied, “ What had the maiden on the rock themselves to sleep; the wild pinks and violets that 
to do with it, if the rash boy chose to fix his eyes on peeped here and there from among the rocks, had 


There where yon rocV# are hiveping, beneath the bright moonshine, 
A Nymph her watch is Keeping, and gailng on the Huine. 


her, insteacLof keeping them carefully on the cur- closed their sweet eyes, and no sound was heard but 
rent! It was not she who drove him towards the the mountain rills, which seemed to murmur music 


She looks upon thp river, a* the vwseli glide along— 

She sings and gates ever, hut youth! beware her song. 

TVitb eye* sn softly ben thing i thus doth she Ieoh on all. 

Whilst Uke clu>tering sun-beam? streaming, her golden ringlets fall. 
Hut, like the inconstant water, those glances still have rolled— 

IJeware the KlnotlV inlr daughter, for the wave is false and cold! 


whirlpool, but he himself who was ihe cause of the in their dreams. The trees and shrubs in the fore- 
catastrophe.” They then went on to tell how the ground glowed with a thousand hues, while the 

r.I .r. _.1__ efotnlir f/ivneto nrKinli men in tKn rlictotli'O tvnvfltl in 


beautiful fairy would often appear to them, towards stately forests, which rose in the distance, waved in 
evening, close to the shore, and look so sweet and ruddy gold, and after a while the moon arose from 


Thus sang an old huntsman, who had seated him- kind, and point out places for them to throw their behind a neighbouring summit, like the Genius of 
self on a rock which impended over the Rhine, not nets, where they never failed to bo enriched with a Fairy-land itself, and shed a witching light over 
far from tile cave where, in ancient times, the holy plentiful draught. “ But if,” continued the fisher- the scene. 

hermit, St. Goar, had taken up his abode, and effect- man, “ any one should offer to approach her, (as “ That is Lorcley’s voice,” suddenly exclaimed 
ed the conversion of the neighbouring fishermen, who would not, when she is so good and beautiful'!) Hubert, "yonder she sits and smiles. Didst thou 
The waves, as they rushed past, bore swiftly along she grows angry, and disappears like a vapour. Whe- not hear her strain 1 Seldom docs a bird sing thus 
with them a small slight bark, in which sat a youth ther she flies up to the clouds, or sinks down to the sweetly beneath the moonlight.” Una arose hastily 
clothed in costly apparel. The boat was iust speed- deep, is more than we can tell, and nobody knows and alarmed, “ Come, brother," cried she, “ it is 
ing to the dangerous whirlpool, called die Bank, who or what she really is.” ' time you should conduct me home; and we must not 


where the steersman is driven to the exercise of his The o]d huntsman shook his head, and WO nt on ! ;i S ain 8ta >' 80 lon S a1ul so lonesomely on tins preci- 
utmost skill to retain any command over his vessel, his way towards Bacharach, through the darkening ST’ for > mdeed > * te " lfies ™ e to see you thus.” 
Yet the youth heeded not the dangers of h.s situa- twiIigh t. Not far fr0D1 thence lay stahleck, a castle no ' v tetumed to the castle; and Una, hand m 

t.on, nor turned away his gaze from a dark frown- inhabited by tbe Pa i atine of tbe Rhine. Manv a hal ' d ™ lb ,er brotl , ler ’ and dr f dln e tbc expected 
ing rock from whence a farr but unearthly maiden tale ba d reached his court, about tl.e wonderful re P r0 “ f oi >»r mother, entered the ball where her 
looked down, and seemed to smile upon him. The maiden , wbo , from time to time, was wont to exhi- P“«nts were sitting, according to their evening uns¬ 
old huntsman now sang louder and louder, for he bit herself on the rock; but no one of the Palatine’s t01 "- , Tbe company were discoursing of Loreley, 
could not help fancying that the poor youth had set household had ever seen her, and the Count would and of the stran S e stofypfher enchantments, which 
out to visit his true-love, and had been bewitched aj wavs repIess the i r inquisitiveness, and tell them, had J U5t reached the casHe - Hul,ert leut an a «™~ 
hy the sight of the water-fairy, Loreley. Lute, bow, that ttiose from whom God was pleased to withhold t,ve ear t0 every WOTd tbat -' vas s P oten - 
and rudder, had all escaped from his hold ; his hat, tbe sight of such ministers of evil, ought to be thank- “ If she be a witch,” said the knight Ruthard, “she 

with its white plume, hung only by a ribbon around f u i and contented, and not allow themselves to in- °wg>>t most certainly to be burned, though she were 
his neck, and he seemed to abandon himself to the dulge in such idle and unprofitable curiosity. as beautiful as that bright evening star.” Hubert 

rushing and raging waters, as though lie delighted ,. ... .. sighed, and leaning fondly over the Count’s chair, 

in their fury, and waited till they should have risen T lc ^. a . a , lu ' e s , son was a y 01 ) 1 *? atld beautiful boy, « Fa ther,” criecl he, “ send me to take lier, for I fear 
sufficiently higli to bear him up the rock. The lmnts- ?° beautl / ld tlat 11 seoDled as >f tbe fP"”S ,lad sent her not. If she be a sorceress, I will give her un to 
man might have sung yet louder, and (lie whirlpool I bin J *° rt ‘ for ‘- ,9 lnesse ng er > a,ld as if life turned to you . j, u t jf you g ni y. uo f au Jt in her, and Hint she has 
might have risen to overpower him with tlieir roar, s P r ‘ n 6 wherever lie looked and smiled. Often had | never willingly injured any one, promise to give her 
yet still not one single word would have reached the he bent his longing eyes towards the spot which was me t0 w if e .» At this the whole company could 
object of his warning; for he heard and saw nothing origin of these wonderful stories, and from scarce j y refrain from laughing, ami the Palatine re¬ 

but the beautiful nyinph, who, seated on the rock ?': henee nn } y thc <r om *" ands ° f }" s P ar , ents restrained plieJ) „ Fr0I „ what we Ilea r of this Loreley, she 
above him, was engaged in picking up little pieces bls ea S® r steps; for they had themselves remarked, scelns t0 be a skilful fisher, and spreads her glitter- 
of glittering stone, as though she were, gathering andhadfieard from Ins playmates and companions ing nets s0 tbat s h e entraps every filing 

flowers, and, anon, gaily scattering them in the wa- ,n t ie cba9 ®> bml ' completely Ins mind and thoughts wb ich swims within her reach ; you, my son, are a 
ter, and leaning over its sides to watch them sink °® cu P ,e .* Wltl ,i? ea °*™ e fair en ‘-^ antr ess. y 0U ng and innocent little fish, that had better keen 

down, and disappear in sparkling foam-bells. It | ever ieard °[Ij er 'Y as treasured up care- out of the way of her snares. Youth is often led 

seemed to her victim that it was to him she was his memory, and her image was constantly by curiosity, and by mere prohibition, to desire 

leaning and smiling, and he stretched out his arms P resent t( J* 1,s imagination, arrayed in all its bright- tilings, which, once attained, lose all their charms, 
with a longing look,- and stood as if gazing on a far- " es ? and beaut y; . In fan '-3 r ’ ila heheld her, lonely alld are speed ii y thrown aside.” 
off star; when all at once his little bark was dashed as * e was > tec inmg on er w roc , enea ltie «if this unearthly creature be not a sorceress,” 
with a shattering stroke on the sharp stones, and the se ,. { e P pj^° on ’ 311 war in ® swee pursued the chaplain, “ she may probably be a mer- 

WArtov dr'tO’O’Ail 111m tr» lta Mtrintr milf nn ri nlncnrl tfo * * i maid nnrl with citnli hnincro man oKaiiIiI coni' nn fnl 


vortex dragged him to its raging gulf, and dosed its 
gigantic arms above his struggling fonn. All was 
now over with the hapless youth. He never rose 


« . ia r j* u.w/« i maid, and with such beings man should seek no fel- 

On the evening already referred to, Hubert (such , « . , . f. r . . 1 

,v n \ ***• .A. t . lowship. God has created them for another element 

was the young Count’s name) was sitting with Ins . J , .. , 4 a , ' . 

• rJ. i . i ° . . and placed enmity between them and the human 

sister Una on a pleasant slope of the green mountain, 1 . , . . , , . . 

• to 1 rioA anil IVn IIP tn Imn tuhn CPnte fn nnee fhn bnnn.k. 


again. But Loreley looked down with a careless « , v . , , race, and wo be to him who seeks to pass thc bounds 

j *• , called the Kuhlb erg, just opposite the Voigtsb erg, 1 4 . ir , * 

nnH flvp.n cnnrtiup crlnTirP fraihprpd trpch cnlinfPYc . . . P p 7 winch nntlirp linruplf iims nrpsrrihpn. 7 


and even sportive glance gathered fresh splinters h the costUest |’ ra J es ri pen in profusion beneath ' vIlich natUr “ helself has I,rc3cribed -” 
from the rock, and smiled like a child through her , he geniaJ 5Unsbi b e .! There they had lingered, “Ay, lye have stories enough,” pumued Ruthard, 


long fair hair. watching the boats gliding along file river, or the re- " 01 lne m - lorlune 01 suc “ K,ml 01 lovc advei,tu - 

It was now that the huntsman drcw fort i lus horn, flcctions in a water of many a weU-known spot, rcrs i and - for my P art * 1 do not seo wh«t .hould 

nil HI PW n chnlt hlrnst that hvniKrlit Ine iIaitc KawL _ . . .. . ^ .... C. _ i:i,» - ... t 


“of the ill-fortune of such kind’of love adventu- 


, . , . , . . . , , , m-v-uuno in uic iiiuci ui uittiiy a. nGU'Aituwii aiiui. 

and blew a shrill blast, that brought Ins dogs howl- now mirrored in j oyous light> alld now hidden in hmder “* from hunting down like a wild beast such 
ing to his feet, and with them attracted to the spot g]ooiny shadow. For some time they had conversed a creature as this, who lies in wait, and spreads her 
some fishermen who were spreading their nets at a toget h er , and talked over many a fairy legend, but snarcs > to allure n,an to his ^‘ruction.” 

little llishmce on. Hilt no Ain mnlil avail tA rnenno . .. . . J . J ° . . ! tt _<._T .1-• l. i__•_.. _ r . 


little distance off. But no aid could avail to rescue 


now they sat silently gazing on tbe waves, with 1 “That would, I think, be going too far,” said tlie 


,i % , | . .. <• ... oat Biicuuy ear.int till luc fives, nuu -- 1 1 . o- d-/ — 

the devoted victim from the eddying waters. t]lcir hands clasped in each others. To Una, Hu- I Countess, “ for a water sprite, as they say, is a crea- 

“ Did you see,’ asked the old man, as he stepped bert had confided all his secret sorrows; and when ture devoid of sense, while man is blessed with suffi- 
into tlie fisherman’s boat, “how the sorceress re- his sighs were wafted towards the cloudy distance eient reason to prevent him from following the bliud 
joiced at the death of the poor youth, and how glad- that veiled with its blue vapours the far-stretching impulses of nature.” 

ly she listened to the waves that engulfed him, and mountains of the Rhine, slie well knew whither “ And I can tell you, Ruthard, I will never lend 
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you my bow again,” added Hubert, “if you talk in 
this manner of the lovely Loreley.” 

The Palatine now put an end to the conversation, 
and called upon the chaplain for the evening bene¬ 
diction. But Hubert had little rest that night, either 
waking or dreaming, for he felt almost sure that 
Loreley would be assailed, and fancied that he saw 
the arrow transfixing her fair bosom, and her blood 
streaming like coral down the dusky rock into the 
dark deep Rhine. 

A few days afterwards, a large company of stran¬ 
gers assembled at the castle, and such as were dis¬ 
posed for tile chase, were led forth by Hubert and 
his companions through many a vine-covered valley 
and bcechen glade. 

The Palatine had secretly given directions to 
Ruthard to keep a strict watch over his son, lest cu¬ 
riosity or rashness should induce him to disregard 
his parental injunctions, and be attracted toward the 
Syren of the flock. Notwithstanding this injunc¬ 
tion, however, it happened that Hubert was imper¬ 
ceptibly separated frur'i his party; and almost before 
he was aware, found himself in solitude, and heard 
the bugle notes that were sounded to recall him, al¬ 
ready softened by the'distance. His heart beat high 
with the joy of newly-acquired freedom, like that of 
the young eagle, as it listens to the retiring wings of 
the guardians of the nest. He rushed eagerly for¬ 
ward, scarcely kilo wing whither to direct his course. 
Sometimes he felt as it urged to accomplish the will 
of his father, and make Loreley a prisoner; and 
sometimes it seemed as though he had long known 
and loved her, and was called upon to hasten to 
her rescue, lie now descended through a deep ra¬ 
vine to the shore, just where the river makes a turn 
through a solemn wilderness of rocks, overlooked by 
the lofty turrets of Obcrwesel, and the watch-tower 
of Schonberg. The last rays of expiring day still 
lingered on their summits, while from behind the 
mountains glimmered the first pale moonbeams, as 
on that sweet evening when Hubert had sat with 
Una on the Kuhlberg. 

Suddenly there came wafted over the waters a 
sound of melody, repeated again and again in one 
unvarving strain, but so soft and soothing, that he 
wlio listened felt as though entranced, and knew 
not that they were but the same tones which still 
returned upon his ear. 

Hubert looked around and saw nothing, and won¬ 
dered within himself what bird it could be that sung 
more sweetly than the nightingale ; but there were 
some young peasants from Obcrwesel amusing them¬ 
selves in a boat near the shore, and he heard them 
exclaim to one another, “ that is Loreley:” he call¬ 
ed out to them, and said, " I am the Palatine’s son, 
and would fain take a row by moonlight; approach, 
therefore, and ferry me over,” and he leapt into the 
boat with his bow and arrow in his hand, and his 
locks floating in the wind. • “ Row me to the rock 
where Loreley sings,” cried he—“ row away that I 
may see the beautiful Loreley.” The young rowers 
pulled from the shore, and soon pointed out to him 
the rock from whence the voice proceeded; and 
there stood the nymph all dazzling in the moonlight, 
twining through her golden hair a garland of water 
flowers and rushes, gathered from the Rhine, and 
singing unceasingly the same notes, “ Loreley, 
Loreley.” 

“ Take me over, take me over,” cried Hubert 
impatiently, but the rowers told him that a compli¬ 
ance with his wishes might prove fatal to him; and 
still kept near the shore. “ Then let it be my death,” 
said he, “ or else let me reach thee, beauteous maid¬ 
en, never to part from thee more,” and again he 
conjured the young men to proceed, and assured 
them that ho had been sent by his father to take the 
nymph prisoner, and had come for that purpose, 
armed with his bow and arrows. At length they 
agreed to ferry him across, and they ploughed their 
way through the deep waters; there was hissing and 
foaming round the oars, and already the mighty rock 
stretched its broad black shadow across the boat. 
Once more the rowers paused, and essayed to divert 
the youth from his purpose. The song had now 
ceased, and the beautiful Loreley stood at the edge 
of the water, looking out as if through a mist, with 
her eyes beaming brightly, and her long hair de¬ 
scending to her feet. The young men urged Hu¬ 
bert to profit by so favourable an opportunity, and 
take aim at the sorceress j but he seized on ms bow 


and dashed it from him into the water, calling out, 
“ Fear not, thou sweet one, that aught shall harm 
thee, for thou shalt be my own true love, and I will 
be thine.” 

A sudden apprehension came upon all those who 
were with him, and dreading lest they might be¬ 
come infatuated, like the .Palatine’s son, and en¬ 
counter their death upon this rock, they turned the 
boat hastily round, and struggled hard to regain the 
shore. Hubert sprang up, and tried to leap upon the 
rock, but his efforts were vain, and he sank into the 
Rhine; and alter him, with a solt, melancholy cry, 
rushed down the syren, and it seemed like the flash¬ 
ing of a silvery ray Irom the rock into the water. 
The youths, in dismay, rowed away taster and iasier, 
intent only upon their oon salety. “ How shall we 
dare to confess that the Palatine's son has pensiied 
upon the spot! And yet, it we tell it not, and Keep 
aloof from his lather’s wrath, wnat injurious suspi¬ 
cions will light upon us, whenever it comes to oe 
known. We will tell the truth as it really happened; 
how he entreated and commanded us to bring lum 
here, and made us believe that our lord, the Count, 
had sent him to kill the wicked sorcoiess, and how 
he was bewitched at tho very moment when he 
ought to have taken aim at her.” 

When Hubert unclosed Ins ey es, he lelt as if awak¬ 
ening in the middle of winter, liieen and blue 
icicles, of gigantic size, appeared to inclose mm on 
every side, but a sou spring air seemed to play 
through tne cletts, thawing nis irozen limbs, mid 
kissing his cold lorehead. fuese icicles, however, 
were spars and bright crystals, aim tue soli air n as 
tile breath ol Loreley, which uoateu around him uae 
a whispering wave. Thickets ol lail sedge olid Va¬ 
rious' water-plants rustled around tue cave, and 
there was a perpetual singing aim sigiung, as uie 
crystal waves rose and leu in plaintive murmurs. 

In the stillness ol this deep worlu, Hubert now 
found hiuiselt alone with tue water-iairy. ret tie 
felt liot at rest in this mysterious solitude; anu with 
the same impatience which he had mautlesieu m 
leaping into the flood, he now longed to return to 
the regions of upper air, and felt that there alone he 
could gaze with real delight on ins lovely cury. 
“ Take me where tile sun shines, that f may lejoice 
in thy beauty,” cried he, as her waving flan olid 
dazzling arms were twining arouud him, and sue 
took him by the hand, and led him lurtuer into uie 
recesses of the rock. At every step the light be¬ 
came fainter, and the flowers that trembled in me 
water seemed at an unmeasurable deptu uelow 
them. " The mountains and valleys are sleeping,” 
said Loreley, “ while the eyes of heaven are open. 
Dost thou not see them looking down upon us! 
Take care that thou slip not,” adued she, as Hubert 
seemed bewildered with the wild rush of the wa¬ 
ters; “ sit down beside me here, and we will wait 
for the rising sun.” 

A tall white cliff glimmered in the faint light, and 
seemed as if borne along by the impetuous waves 
which rolled close to Hubert’s feet. He could now 
distinguish, through the still air, dark outlines of 
rocks and towers. " Where are wel” asked he, 
almost shrinking from Loreley’s embrace; for he 
sometimes felt as if it were a spirit that sat beside 
him, and that, perhaps, the next moment he might 
be plunged into the abyss from which they had 
emerged. “ We are in the middle of the Rhine,” 
replied the nymph, “ these are the old mountains, 
the children of the giants, and at the foot of one of 
them we are now sitting: though it has stretched its 
proud head so long out of the water, it is but brittle 
white stone, and with it I can angle for the ships 
that sail so merrily up and down the Rhine; for by 
that rock they sink, and yonder, where I look-down 
the river, the fragments come to light again ;* but 
nothing ever returns from that dark gulf alive.” 

Far across the water now shone a glimmering 
light—it was a lamp just beginning to bum before 
one of the altars of St. Clement’s church, on the op¬ 
posite shore; and as the feeble flame slowly illumi¬ 
nated the spot, shedding here and there a flickering 
ray', Hubert thought he could distinguish the Manse- 
tliurm at a little distance, and several of the well- 
known towers which crowned the neighbouring 
heights. “ See,” said Loreley, who seemed aware 


•There li a saving on the Rhine, (bat ibe vessels which sink on the 
Blngerlocbj are thrown op again at the pla« called Die Bank, near 
81 . war. 


of his mistrust and alarm, “ I have led thee' up the 
river, though the waters would fain have carried 
thee down,-out had they done so, my own fairy peo¬ 
ple would never have let thee depart out of their 
crystal' courts, and now thou shalt be mine, and 
mine only. For thy sake have I quitted our beau¬ 
tiful palace—there is no happiness for me without 
thee.” 

“ Loreley,” said Hubert, looking in her face, (and 
as the light shone out, it smiled as sweetly as ever 
through the locks that waved in the night wind,) 
" they say that thou wert wont to rejoice upon thy 
rock, whenever one of the human race was swal¬ 
lowed by thy own wild waters.” And Loreley sighed 
and answered, “ Sweet youth, it may, indeed, be 
true, for I know no better; 1 thought it must be a 
delight to them to sport and love as we do, in cool 
crystal grottoes, with the waves singing about them.” 
“And they say too,’’said Hubert, “ that thou wouldst 
sit and sing to allure the sons of men to tlieir de¬ 
struction.” 

“I recked not.of the sons of men,” answered 
Loreley, somewhat scornfully. “ I sang because it 
amused me, and gazed about me for my own plea¬ 
sure ; 1 neither called them, nor looked at them, 
nor thought of them, and often smiled within myself 
to see how they fancied I was making signs and 
sporting with them. But now all this is changed, 
and such pastimes will amuse me no longer. Thee 
have I chosen for myself, and thee will I carry down 
with me to the deep, and follow all over the world.” 

The ruddy glow of morning now illumined the 
heights, and the white pinnacles were lighted up 
like so many beacons in the ray. The fair Loreley 
was leaning her head on Huhert’s'bosom, when ail 
at once she started up in alarm, as the crowing of 
the’cock was heard from the shore. “ I must away,” 
cried she, “ at eventide thou wilt find me again by 
my accustomed rock. Forget thou not the hour of 
meeting.” Having said this, she threw a pebble 
into the water, the waves grew troubled and foam¬ 
ing, and a little boat was seen working its way out 
of their swelling bosom. “ Spring into this bark,” 
said Loreley, “ and fear nothing—that loose plank 
will serve for an oar. Fare thee well, Hubert, fare 
thee well.!” With these words she sank into the 
flood, and Hubert, who had already stepped into the 
boat, saw her no longer; but below him a soft mourn¬ 
ful voice sang “ Loreley, Loreley,” and it seemed at 
last as if the melancholy notes were choked by tears. 

The dancing bark conveyed Hubert as trustily as 
though he had been a heedless child, incapable of 
making any exertion for himself, past the dangerous 
current to the opposite shore, where the castle of 
Ehrenfels, looking down on its joyous vineyards, 
glittered in tile morning ray. Beneath the bright 
sunbeams, Hubert began to shake oil' the bewilder¬ 
ing visions of the night, and as they gradually unra¬ 
velled themselves before him, he scarce knew what 
to think, or what course to pursue. Doubt and con¬ 
fidence, tenderness and repugnance, struggled in his 
bosom, as night and day had lately done before his 
eyes. Sometimes he fancied he saw the gentle face 
of Loreley, as it had smiled in the light of that lamp 
from the altar, and lie thought if he could only have 
brought her into day-light, that all doubt ana dread 
would have been dispelled at once. Then, again, 
when he remembered how she started in afirignt at 
the crowing of the cock, an indefinite feeling of 
horror arose in his mind, and he felt once more as if 
it had been a ghost that had accompanied him 
through the darkness, and only wondered that he 
had escaped alive from his fearful adventure. Wea¬ 
ried with idle conjectures, he hastened to the hut 
of a neighbouring vine-dresser, and craving a morn¬ 
ing’s repast, took off his wet garments, and clothed 
himself in those of one of the young peasants. 

What course to adopt he found it difficult to de¬ 
termine. At first he was tempted to return forth¬ 
with to Stahleck, in the hope, that since his life 
had been so wonderfully preserved, the anger occa¬ 
sioned to his family, by liis disobedience, might be 
appeased, and his mother and sister might, perhaps, 
be persuaded to join their entreaties with his, in 
behalf of the beautiful Loreley. Then, if a tender 
yearning would arise in his bosom, to fly once more 
to the nymph of the rock, and live for her, and her 
alone, an involuntary shudder would again overtake 
him, and his love would be changed into a vague 
feeling of horror and repugnance, 
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After thus dreaming away a great part of .the 
morning upon the shore, he at length came to the 
determination of proceeding to Stahleck, without 
further delay; to avert, if possible, any evil which 
might be impending over the fairy maiden. 

His heart grew heavier at every step which 
brought him nearer to his father’s castle. He as¬ 
cended a staircase hewn out of the rock, which led, 
by a shorter passage, to a' side portal; and, as he 
lifted the hammer to announce his approach, he per¬ 
ceived, for the first time, that the ring from his left 
hand was missing; and it instantly occurred to him, 
that the nymph must have secretly withdrawn it 
from his finger, and retained it as an irrevocable 
pledge of betrothment. 

It was already evening—the Palatine, informed 
of the death of his son, had sent forth Ruthard, with 
a numerous troop of followers, to carry off Loreley, 
living or dead. As these fierce intruders approached, 
the maiden stood on her rock, gazing up the stream 
towards Hubert’s castle, and warbling her wonted 
notes of “ Loreley, Loreley.” As soon as they ar¬ 
rived opposite the rock, Ruthard called out, in a de¬ 
ceitful tone, “ We bring thee a greeting from thy 
true love Hubert—lie sends thee a bridal kiss, which 
will make thee his wife. Come down, then, and 
receive it, or tell us how we may reach thee in safe¬ 
ty.” Loreley raised her white hand, and with her 
delicate finger pointed out a path by which they 
might climb the rock, and here and there a shrub 
which would assist them in their ascent; for she be¬ 
lieved that they were bringing her a greeting from 
Hubert. Several of his companions tried to dis¬ 
suade the daring Ruthard from this perilous attempt; 
but he laughed at their fears, and selected two of 
the most determined of his followers, to clamber 
with him up the cliff. “ Now take your cords, and 
bind her,” cried he, when they had reached the 
summit. “Alas! what would youl” exclaimed 
Loreley. " Thou sorceress!” answered Ruthard, 
" know that I am come to avenge the death of the 
fair young Hubert.” “ Hubert, Hubert, come hi¬ 
ther, ’ cried Loreley, in a plaintive voice across the 
mountain. “ Alas! I am no sorceress—I am Hu¬ 
bert’s own betrothed.” " Spirit of evil,” answered 
Ruthard, “ thou knowest that Hubert lies low be¬ 
neath the Rhine.” But Loreley protested again and 
again that Hubert was safe at Stahleck, and wring¬ 
ing her snowy hands, and embracing Ruthard’s 
knees, exclaimed unceasingly, in a piteous tone of 
voice, “ Oh 1 let me. not die, Hubert, Hubert, for¬ 
sake me not in this extremity.” 

Her grief and beauty softened the hearts of all 
those who had remained below; and one of them call¬ 
ed out to the knight, “ Prithee spare her a while, and 
I will gallop back to Stahleck, and see if what she 
says be true. If the young Count be really at the 
castle, and she has been the means of saving his life, 
she has surely a claim to be set at liberty.” 

But Ruthard laughed him to scorn, and rejoined, 
“ Wilt thou not bring a priest with thee also, and try 
to convert the evil one 1 Even if Hubert were yet 
alive, this Loreley would still be deserving of death, 
if only for having led him astray from nis duty.” 
Loreley, however, seemed inspired with fresh cou¬ 
rage, as she gazed after her champion, who was al¬ 
ready scouring away on his foaming steed. After 
a brief space he returned, bringing with him the 
news of Hubert’s safety, but added, addressing 
Loreley, “ Thou must give back the ring that thou 
tookest from the Palatine’s son, or thy life will not 
oven yet be spared. Our lord the Count, however, 
promises thee his protection on this condition.” 

“ I have no ring, no ring,” answered Loreley, in a 
piteous accent—“ he had none on his hand to give 
me—Ah! Hubert, Hubert, why comest thou not to 
save me. Carry me. to him in these bonds, and he 
will unloose them.” “ Dost thou see now,” cried 
Ruthard, "she will not give up the ring.” And 
Loreley wept like the pleading roe, when tile cruel 
huntsman stands over it, and called on Hubert again 
and again, and maintained unceasingly that she 
knew nothing of the ring. . It was then that some of 
the rugged men who stood below were melted into 
compassion for her, for Ruthard declared he would 
allow no further delay. A huge fragment of the 
rock was hung round her tender neck, and the fierce 
executioners were about to commence their sacri¬ 
fice. Loreley looked on them, and exclaimed, “My 
lover has betrayed me; none shall lay hands upon 


me j” and once more gazing up the river, andleaning I 
forward, as though to descry the castle of Stahleck, | 
she rushed to the edge of the rock and plunged into 
the water. Ruthard and his murderous assistants] 
stood as if metamorphosed into stone. Loreley was 
avenged. They were unable to find the path down 
the rock, and perished miserably on its summit. ! 

The next day, a man from Oberwescl carried to 
the castle a large draught of fish, which he had net¬ 
ted in the Rhine; and as they were preparing for 
the table, within one of them was found the young 
Count’s ring, which must have slipped from his fin¬ 
ger as he sunk into the river. 

Hubert, whom his father had at first detained pri¬ 
soner, could be withheld no longer, when he heard 
the fate of Loreley: but in vain did he traverse the 
Rhine from side to side : the fair fonn and gentle 
face of the maiden never more met his eyes. She 
was never seen again. Her voice, however, might 
still at times be heard—no longer singing as before, 
but softly answering those who spoke to her; and 
the tones were half choked by tears and sighs, and 
became lower and lower at every word; it seemed 
as if she were saying, “ Why do you waste your 
breath on me, and invite me to sport as I was wont 
to do 1 Thine is not Hubert’s voice—1 have lost him, 
lost him for ever.” 

One day Hubert himself called to her, and she an¬ 
swered linn, and gave him back his own greeting; 
but the tones were more than he could bear, and he 
turned to hide his face on llie bosom of his sister Una, 
who stood mournfully beside him. Then, from his 
outstretched hand, he dropped the ring into the wa¬ 
ter, and sat listening anxiously between tile strokes of 
the oars; and they were fain to row him away in his 
anguish; for if his sister had not restrained fiini, he 
would most assuredly have plunged into the Rhine. 

From the time of nis dropping the ring upon the 
rock, (which to this day bears the name of tlic Wa¬ 
ter Fairy,) Hubert began to pine, as if something 
were preying on his heart; and, with a yearning 
grief for Loreley, his young life melted away, like the 
taint tones of the hunter’sliorn dying in the distance. 
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